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Summary: Swan Queen AU. Starts with Regina and Emma as children. They 
grow up in different worlds but their greatest wish is for a friend 
who will understand them in a way that no other person can. 


1 . Chapter 1 

It is hours before bedtime one Thursday evening when Regina finds 
herself sent to her room without supper, a bloody upper lip the 
testimony of her punishment. Regina is used to being punished. Mother 
says that it is the only way to teach her to be a proper Lady, but 
today the punishment feels very unfair and most unjust. She is not 
entirely sure what it is that she did exactly, but she knows that she 
will be careful to not anger Mother again in such a way. 

Mother says that her punishments serve as lessons that only she can 
teach her. Mother says that only a Mother can teach a daughter such 
lessons. And only a daughter can learn them. Regina knows that Mother 
had hit her hard with the back of her hand (her ring had caught 
Regina's lip) because she hadn't liked the look on her face when she 
had happened to turn around. She's just not entirely sure what she 
should do about it. She's not sure what she can do to sort this. 

She studies the cut in the mirror and finds that she has blood 
smeared all over her face, the cut is quite deep, deeper than usual. 
She supposes that she must of angered Mother more than usual. Because 
Mother had used more force than she normally would. Regina hopes that 
it won't scar, because surely Mother will blame her for that as well. 
She will blame her for the blemish on her beauty, and then she will 
be punished all over again. 

Mother in her anger is scary, but she knows that Mother only gets 
like that because she loves her. Mother loves her more than other 
Mothers love their daughters and that is why she must be punished. 
Because she is not the perfect daughter, not yet. She will be one 
day, she just knows she will be. 



One day, Regina will please her Mother and she will never again have 
to worry about displeasing her. One day, and Regina longs for such a 
day, she will please Mother beyond her imagination. Because Mother is 
the only person in the world who loves her. Just the way it should 
be . 

Having only Mother to love her sometimes made her very lonely. Mother 
loves her, and she knows that, but sometimes she longs for someone to 
talk to, someone her own age, who could understand her. 

Sometimes she wishes for a friend, she wants another person who 
understands her, who makes her feel less lonely, less alone. But she 
would never make such a wish. Mother has always made it very clear 
that she is never to rely on fairies. So when she closes her eyes, 
she makes sure not to think the word wish, she never lets it pass 
through her thoughts, because Mother would surely punish her for such 
a thing. 

She closes her eyes as she stands in front of the mirror, and she 
finds herself feeling very alone, more so than usual, and it makes 
her tummy ache with longing. She screws her eyes shut, so tightly 
shut that no light sneaks through, and she thinks really hard about 
how much she wants someone other than Mother. Because Mother loves 
her, but it doesn't always feel that way. And Regina almost slips, 
she almost lets herself wish because she has always longed for a 
friend . 

She stays in front of the mirror with her eyes closed for so long 
that her head starts to ache and swim in a dizzying fashion. So when 
she opens her eyes, after so long that it takes a great deal of 
blinking for her eyes to adjust, what she sees greatly surprises her. 
In the mirror, or rather through the mirror, is a pretty little 
blonde girl and a very large man. The girl is bleeding and crying, 
curling in on herself, trying to make herself a smaller target. 

Regina knows the picture before her well, it reminds her of Mother in 
her anger and her before she learnt how to take a beating with the 
'dignity and poise' (her Mother's words) of a lady. But the man 
doesn't look like he is doing this out of love. His face is twisted 
in a way that Regina doesn't recognise, but will come to learn is 
hatred . 

He looks scary, and mad. Much madder than Mother ever gets. He is 
looking at the little girl like he really wants to hurt her and he 
looks as though he means to, but she's just a little girl, not much 
younger than Regina. He stands over the little girl, hand raised like 
he's going to hit her again. He stands frozen over her for a few 
seconds, shoulders tense and spittle quivering on his lips, then all 
of a sudden he leaves. Regina hears a series of doors slam behind 
him . 

Regina watches as the girl sits up slowly, gasping in pain, and she 
moves haltingly towards the mirror. It occurs to Regina that she can 
hear through the mirror, and she knows that whatever is happening is 
magic. As the girl comes closer, Regina can see the bruises on her 
wrists, a mottled patchwork of yellow and green and a deep, angry 
purple. They look like they hurt, yet the girl doesn't seem to notice 
them. It occurs to Regina that maybe she is used to them. 


The girl comes towards the mirror, looking up as though to start 



assessing how bad her injuries are. It looks as though this is a 
routine, perfected in the way it is made to seem ordinary, as though 
the little blonde girl has had to do this many times. She reminds 
Regina of herself, and she hurts for the other girl. 

Regina hears the gasp of surprise leave the girl as she sees Regina 
staring back at her. She supposes that she was expecting to see 
herself in a state, not a strange girl. The blonde girl blinks 
rapidly, as though not believing what she is seeing, and then pinches 
her arm, right over a vividly purple bruise and she curses foully 
even as she winces. The language makes Regina flush all over, warming 
her cool skin in the chilly room. 

The girl, gaping at her in a disbelieving manner, seems to be taking 
her in. The room the girl is in is hugely different to Regina's own. 
Regina is royalty and so, even if Mother is always very hard on her, 
she never wants for anything. Her bedroom is befitting of her status, 
it is a symbol of her being heir to the throne, and it is a symbol of 
her being importance and wealth. 

The girls room is tiny, and the paint on the walls is chipping and 
flaking. She takes the room in, but it seems empty. There's no bed, 
no wardrobe and certainly no toys of any kind. The girl is dressed 
strangely too, in materials that Regina has never seen before. She 
can see that they are fraying at the edges and ripped at the seams 
though. That should make her back away from the mirror, if Mother 
finds out that she had spent time in the presence of one below her 
status for anything other than charity she would be punished. 

Regina's sure it would be a worse punishment than a split lip. She 
shudders to think what it would entail. But she still doesn't back 
away, she finds herself transfixed. 

The girl seems to be done staring, or rather gaping at her, and so 
she decides to remember her manners and introduce herself. 

"Hello, I'm Regina. Who are you?" She sees the girl smile a little, 
wincing as it pulls at her split bottom lip. 

"Hiya, I'm Emma!" And Regina is a little admiring that she can smile 
through the pain. 

"Where are you?" She asks, because it seems like as good a place to 
start as any. 

"I'm in my room, for now. I'm in New York, are you real? Why are you 
all bloody?" 

"Where's New York? I've never heard of such a realm. Of course I'm 
real, what else would I be? My Mother saw it fit to punish 


"What's a realm? I'm in America, the country. I dunno, but I wished 
for a friend. Where you are looks real funny and fancy, places like 
that don't exist here. My foster Dad likes to punish me too, I think 
it ' s the drink . " 

"A realm is a Kingdom. I've never heard of it. You wished for a 
friend? I suppose we are meant to be friends then." 


"I've never had a real friend before, I move a lot. And other kids 



don't like me much. Are you a Princess? You look like a 
Princess . " 

"Why ever not? And yes, Emma, I am a Princess." She watches as Emma's 
eyes light up, a look of awe flashing across her face, a delighted 
and breathless laugh leaving her lips. 

"Awesome . " 

She sits before the mirror, awkwardly in her fitted dress and full 
skirts, and her and Emma talk for longer than she's ever talked to 
another person before. And she laughs more than she has ever laughed 
before, loudly and fully, for once not thinking on the punishment she 
could receive for it. She sits on the marble floor, undisturbed for 
hours, until far later than bedtime and no one comes to check on the 
Princess. She sits and sometimes slouches, relaxed and so very happy, 
until she can't feel her legs because she has been sat on them for so 
long and her whole body is numb from the cold seeping into her from 
the tiled marble floor. 

Emma sits in her tiny bedroom, legs crossed and back straight, and 
Regina watches her. Every time Emma smiles or laughs, Regina can feel 
the warmth in her chest, pleasant and rather wonderful. It makes her 
smile because she can't remember ever feeling this happy or free 
before . 

They both sit before the mirrors in their rooms until their eyelids 
begin to droop, fluttering closed. They sit even then, heads nodding 
suddenly down to their chests and eyes flying back open. Neither 
wanting to sleep in case they realise that this was all a dream, 
neither wanting it to end, because dreams are wonderful but they 
don't last. 

She watches through heavy eyelids that refuse to stay fully open as 
Emma gives in to tiredness, hours after they had started talking. She 
watches as she curls up into a tiny ball, head resting on her arms, 
knees drawn up to her stomach. She hears a quiet "goodnight, Regina" 
mumbled sleepily through the glass of the mirror as Emma's breathing 
evens out . 

It isn't long before she follows suit, curling in on herself despite 
the heavy and cumbersome dress she wears. She sleeps before the 
mirror, not wanting to leave, not wanting to look away. She sleeps 
before the mirror despite the cold seeping from the hard marble floor 
into her bones, despite the fitted bodice of her dress (which Mother 
insisted she start to wear, even though she is not yet eight) digging 
into her, pinching the skin of her sides. She sleeps peacefully, for 
once not worrying about dirtying the intricate embroidery of her hand 
made dress on the immaculately clean floor, no longer feeling the 
smarting and stinging of her deeply cut upper lip. 

She sleeps before the mirror, because deep in her heart she knows 
that she has finally found a friend. She has finally found the person 
whom can make her feel less alone, less lonely, whom can make her 
smile and laugh and for once not concern herself with the 
consequences of such actions. She sleeps before the mirror, as she is 
bound to do for many more nights to come, because she has found a 
friend and she can not bear to leave that, even if only to move mere 
metres away, even for a night. 



2 . Chapter 2 


Many years had passed since Emma's first meeting with Regina, and 
although much had changed for her, Regina had remained a constant in 
her life (the one and only constant she had ever had) . Whenever she 
felt alone or small or unwanted or unimportant, all she had to do was 
turn to a mirror or a reflective surface and there Regina would be. 

It was not always possible for them to talk, but just seeing her, and 
knowing that she was okay was usually more than enough for Emma. The 
reassurance of such a thing, that Regina was doing well even when she 
herself was not, could fuel her for days on end. 

Emma was caught in a whirlwind of unhappiness for the most part, a 
constant cycle of changing faces and homes and rooms and families. 

The social workers always told her the same thing though, that this 
was the family for her, they were just sure of it this time. She'd 
had her fair share of families, some worse than others, and they were 
just never the right fit. Some were cruel, some terrified her, some 
hurt her, and some just didn't care about her, but she could deal 
with it all. She could deal with the indifference that came with 
being a couple's meal ticket for the month. She could deal with all 
the pain and the loneliness and the anger. It was all fine. Because 
she had Regina as a constant, the only friend she had ever had or 
could ever want, and that was mor than enough. She was grateful for 
that, because Regina was amazing and Emma counted herself lucky for 
having her. 

Still, Regina's end of the mirror had been oddly quiet recently, to 
the point that it made her anxious. In fact, in her entire month with 
the Montroses (thirty eight painstaking and endless days) Regina 
hadn't contacted her at all, not once. She was worried to say the 
least, Regina was the only person in the world she had to worry about 
after all. It was becoming increasingly difficult to cope. On the 
surface she knew that they had seemed quite pleasant, welcoming and 
kind. They had been all smiles and warmth and homely until her social 
worker had left. After that, it hadn't taken long for their true 
colours to shine through. 

Emma had discovered rather quickly that Mrs. Montrose had a very 
severe drinking problem. Most nights the woman would drink herself 
into a blind stupor. Emma didn't really blame her, not when she had a 
husband like the one she did. She had also discovered that the way 
Mr. Montrose was looking at her wasn't just in a concerned fatherly 
way. Oh no, quiet the opposite. The way he looked at her made her 
skin crawl, and it made her want to shower to get rid of any traces 
of his eyes boring into her. She was forever thankful for the 
deadbolt on the inside of her door and the tree directly next to her 
window which allowed for a timely escape. 

So she had decided that she had to get out, she couldn't stay, 
constantly worrying about how long it would take before Mr. Montrose 
tried to follow her up to her room again, or how long he would go 
without trying to shove his hand down her pants. Emma may be young, 
but she knew the ways of the world. A world which was cruel to 
abandoned children and orphans, the children that the whole world 
ignored and forgot about. 

When a ver familiar voice sounded behind her, she was surprised to 
say the least. A worried and rather breathless "What on Earth are you 



doing?" had crossed the room. Emma froze with one of her shirts 
midway to the battered and ripped rucksack that was laying on her 
mattress. She feels her insides twist and knot with guilt, and it 
makes her feel so heavy that she can barely stand. 

She turns towards the chipped mirror that is propped up against the 
unpainted wall in the corner. When she sees Regina her shirt drops 
from her hand, completely and utterly forgotten. For a moment 
everything pauses and her plans to run away are thrown to the side 
for now. 

Regina stands before the mirror in her familiar chambers (chambers 
that feel more like home to Emma than anywhere she had ever stayed 
before) ethereal in her beauty. She wears a gown that seems to move 
in the flickering candlelight of Regina's world. She has always been 
regal beyond belief, a Princess through and through, but Emma can see 
that she's starting to become a Young Lady. She looks refined and 
Emma can't help thinking that she's found her own personal definition 
of beauty and even as Emma's heart jumps up into her throat she feels 
her stomach twist some more, knotting so tightly that she wouldn't be 
surprised if it was pretzel shaped. 

Her voice catches in her throat and she knows from Regina's shy smile 
that she is gawping, openly and completely, her gangly arms hanging 
limply at her side. She must stare for a long while, longer than is 
appropriate, because finally Regina clears her throat and Emma snaps 
to attention. She can hear the snap of her jaw as it closes 
forcefully . 

Emma gestures around her and when she speaks she can hear the 
bluntness in her tone "Packing." She watches as Regina frowns her 
disapproving frown. She waits for her to start to tell her off, in 
the good natured way that only Regina can manage, all friendly 
admonishment and concern (it's is one thing that brings Emma close to 
tears most of the time, because it means that there is some body who 
cares for her) . She waits for her to start, but something in Emma's 
facial expression must tell her not to, because for once she doesn't 
say a word about it. Instead she diverts the course of the 
conversation. And as Emma listens to her speak, she's not sure 
whether or not she's grateful. Either way she can feels her stomach 
knotting more tightly still, in a way that would be worrying if Emma 
cared about her personal welfare at all. 

Regina starts to speak and she's not quite gushing, Regina doesn't 
gush in the way the girls at school do, but she's almost there. She's 
just slightly more dignified about it. She talks about being duty 
bound and the honour that is being brought upon her family and an 
alliance being forged with a neighbouring Kingdom, the White Dynasty, 
whom have ruled the neighbouring lands around Regina's Kingdom for 
more than a thousand years. She talks about how it will strengthen 
trade, allow for a stronger military, a mix of cultures, border 
expansion and allow for even more plentiful and bountiful 
harvests . 

She speaks about a Betrothal ball being held in her and the Kings' 
honour. She speaks about how people talk of his kindness, his 
goodness, his strength. She speaks about her hopes for the future and 
Emma can see her eyes shining with something akin to happiness and 
Emma can feel her stomach twisting still further, knotting itself so 
much that she almost doubles over with the pain of it. She is happy 



that Regina is happy, but Regina is so youthful and beautiful and 
good. She feels something hot and angry pulse through her system as 
Regina describes her king. Emma's felt it many times before, never at 
such a multitude, but she knows that she hates this man that she will 
never meet . 

Regina talks and talks and talks and Emma hurts and hurts and hurts. 
It goes on for an unending period of time, but is probably only the 
better part of two hours. And she tries to be happy for Regina, 
because her friend is doing something good and she is doing something 
she wants. She is marrying a King and getting everything she has ever 
wanted, everything she has worked towards. She will be getting 
everything she has ever dreamed about and more by the sounds of it. 
And Emma is happy for her. She really is, it's not that. 

And she's not jealous either because they're from two different 
worlds and Regina is royalty and she couldn't be further from that. 

In both worlds she would be a penniless orphan, and that is pretty 
much the lowest of the low. She doesn't want the life of duty and 
servitude and pleasing every one that Regina has. She doesn't want a 
life in which she is confined by doing what is best for her Kingdom, 
a life in which she has no freedom to do what she wants to do. Emma 
at least has a guarantee of being free to do as she pleases after she 
turns eighteen. It feels something like loss, and that's something 
that Emma has had to spend a lot of time coming to terms with over 
the course of her rather short life. It feels like a hundred punches 
to the gut, mixed with a whole bunch of emotions that don't seem to 
sit right, and it makes Emma physically hurt. She aches all over and 
she can feel the pain throbbing and ebbing and flowing as she listens 
to every world Regina utters, because no matter how much pain she is 
in she will always listen. Emma can't seem to put her finger exactly 
on what she is feeling, but she knows that she hates it. She wants it 
to stop. 

She can feel everything building in her and Regina's still talking 
and she looks so happy, in a world of her own, so very removed from 
Emma's that although she can see Regina because she's right in front 
of her, it feels like she's already gone. And Emma wants to run away 
from everything happening inside of her at the moment, in her chest 
and her head and her stomach. She wants to run and run and run until 
she has escaped it all. She wants to run and never have to stop 
because she's okay with losing most things but Regina is the one 
constant in her life, the one thing she is not equipped to deal with 
losing. Regina is the one person on this planet that she will never 
be able to cope with losing. 

Regina hasn't seemed to notice Emma's turmoil, even though Emma is 
sure that it is written all over her face. Normally, she's a closed 
book, and nobody can get a reading off of her, Regina is the only 
exception to this rule. In fact, instead of noticing, she has started 
on about how her Mother has started to pick out designs for her 
wedding. She talks about how her King has a daughter the same age as 
her, and how she's sure that it will all turn out wonderfully. And 
Emma can't help but notice how fucked up that sounds, it sounds an 
awful lot like Mr. Montrose. And she knows that things work 
differently in Regina's world, she knows that, but even through the 
turmoil she is in caused by loss it makes her feel sick to her 
knotted stomach. 


And Emma tries to stop Regina, because the thought of this king is 



making her dizzy with anxiety. Her head is spinning sickeningly but 
still Regina doesn't seem to notice. Emma can see that her face has 
gone white and that she's swaying on her feet, but still she needs to 
do something. She tries to tell her about Mr. Montrose and the 
situation that Emma is in right now and how she wants Regina to be 
happy, but she also wants her to be safe and comfortable and secure. 
And Regina doesn't seem to understand, what Emma is saying and that 
she just cares about Regina getting hurt so damn much, because it 
doesn't take long for it to devolve into a screaming match. Emma's 
sure that she is the only person in any Realm whom can make the ever 
cool Regina lose her composure. 

Regina shouts that Emma is jealous of her, jealous of her getting the 
perfect ending, because she just doesn't understand Emma's world. She 
doesn't understand the sick feeling that Emma can't seem to curb. She 
shouts at Emma and she makes sure to strike her where it hurts. She 
targets every one of Emma's insecurities, barbed words that sting 
more than they should (Emma should have her guard up, she should have 
thicker skin) . And Emma doesn't shout back much, not at first. But 
Regina knows how to hurt her, she knows how to make it all very 
personal, beyond personal. She is the only person in existence with 
the power to hurt Emma this much, to make her feel like less than 
nothing, and Emma never knew that someone could use that power in 
such a way. 

It takes Regina shouting something particularly hurtful (a comment 
about their odd friendship) for Emma to snap, because their 
friendship is the one thing that keeps Emma going on the worst of 
days and it is therefore scared. And then the comment is out, having 
slipped past Regina's lips. She seems to realise what she has said, 
and she opens her mouth to say something else. What it is, Emma 
doesn't wait to find out. With her chest heaving and eyes stinging 
with the tears that are brimming there, she slams her fist against 
the mirror so hard that it cracks beneath the force, an ugly scar 
across its dirty surface. She hits the mirror again and again, until 
she can no longer see Regina in the fragments, until spiderwebs of 
glass are all that are left. 

She doesn't finish packing that night, but rather lies on her bed 
feeling very alone and small, pain coursing through her, chest heavy 
and painful to the point that it is difficult for her to breath. The 
next day, she tells herself to pull it together. She packs her 
battered and ripped rucksack full of everything she owns in the 
world, all of her worldly possessions, and when she's done it is 
neither full nor heavy, and she leaves through the window, scrambling 
down the tree to the street. She thinks that she should feel relief 
at finally leaving, but she feels as though she is not carrying 
Regina with her for the first time in oh so many years, and the 
thought of that hurts worse than anything she's ever felt, worse than 
any physical blow she has ever received. It makes her want Regina 
with her more than ever, but she will not now down before the 
Princess and apologise, not as she has before for more minor 
skirmishes. She can't make herself, not after everything from the 
night before. As she walks through the rough part of town, away from 
the flat she was supposed to call home, she feels more alone than she 
has six she was being beaten at six years old. 

Emma is thirteen, almost fourteen, when her and Regina fight properly 
for the first time. It is painful and confusing and leaves Emma hurt 
more than any physical injury inflicted upon her ever has. And when 



all is said and done, the silence that fills the gap between them 
lasts for an eternity (it is the longest year of Emma's life) . 


3 . Chapter 3 

After her and Emma fought properly for the first time, it had taken 
Regina almost a year to work up the courage to apologise. Erom the 
moment the words had left her lips, burning and aimed to cut Emma as 
deeply as possible, she had known that they were too much, that she 
had finally pushed too hard, too far beyond the invisible boundaries 
of what Emma would take sitting down. At the time she had opened her 
mouth, not to apologise because Regina didn't apologise to any one, 
but to soften the blow, to lessen the sting. 

There had been a moment before Emma had moved, in which Regina had 
watched a shadow pass over her face, rippling and disappearing, in 
which Regina had stood stunned. Every inch of her had smarted with 
guilt, which had sat lodged hot and heavy in her gut. At the time she 
had thought that Emma was jealous of her and the ultimate happiness 
she was sure to possess. She had felt such utter betrayal and anger 
at Emma's unhappiness for her. A friend should be happy for her, 
should revel with her in her utmost fortune, for the fortune of her 
people. And so something in her had snapped. 

Even then though something had sat in her uneasily. Something she 
hadn't been able to put a finger on, something she had not been able 
to place or name. Something that had shone through her initial 
happiness, that had pierced through the happy haze of a fifteen year 
old girl dreaming about the picturesque future she was just sure she 
would have. Something she had seen painted on Emma's face, because 
Emma knew more about the world and its workings than Regina did. 
Something that had infuriated her because she could read Emma like a 
book, so how dare she spoil Regina's moment of triumph. 

She had only apologised to Emma a little over two months previously, 
during a tour of the major towns of both her Kingdom and the White 
Kingdom. A tour dedicated to the official pronouncement of her 
engagement and impending marriage. During which tour she had turned 
sixteen, she had become a lady, and could therefore be presented at 
court. About halfway through the tour, after an incident with her 
soon to be husband, she had snapped and finally mustered up the 
courage and thrown away her stubbornness to apologise to Emma. 

She had found Emma in a state worse than any she had ever know on her 
to be in. Her skin was sallow, and she was thinner than Regina had 
ever seen her. Both her eyes had been black, Emma called them 
shiners, and her lip was split in more than one place. Regina had 
found her sobbing on what seemed to be a bathroom floor and when 
Regina had uttered her name, Emma's face had been a mask of disbelief 
and hurt. Regina had never wanted to go to her more, to hold her and 
soothe her and promise her that she would protect her, never allow 
another person to harm her again. 

Hatred, hot and acidic, had welled in her as she looked upon Emma, 
all for the person whom had broken the beautiful girl before her. 
Regina had felt heart ache for the first time in her life at the 
sight of Emma and even though she had not been close to her, she had 
felt it. She had sunk to her knees before the mirror, hand resting on 
it, voicing her apology over and over in the softest of tones. So 



gentle and tender that she wasn't aware she was capable of such a 
thing . 

To say that hers and Emma's relationship had complicated somewhat as 
they grew and matured would be an understatement of the most extreme 
version. All she knew was that there was something inexpressible 
there, something she was yet unable to understand, to comprehend. 

Some day, she knew that whatever they felt would have to be addressed 
but until that day arrived, Regina had to focus on duty and doing 
what was right and best for the people who would one day be hers to 
command . 

Hers and Emma's friendship was tenuous and slightly strained, full of 
all the things that neither could yet name. Eull of things best left 
unsaid or best left ignored or untouched. The year of silence still 
sat between them, a chasm to be slowly bridged and filled, the cracks 
cemented and the gaps erased. Regina knew that some day their 
relationship would complicate further than it already have and she 
was both eager for that day and forever dreading its arrival. 

She knew that one day, one day not so far off, if the way her heart 
pounded at the mere thought of the other girl, she would yearn for 
Emma. Eor her touch and her laughter and her constant presence. Eor 
her soul and her love and her hand in marriage. If she was not 
mistaken then that would typically one day be their end destination. 
The only problem in the present day being the difference in their 
worlds. Even that paled in comparison to the problem of the emotional 
distance that Emma sometimes forced between them. 

Still, one day perhaps. Until that day, Regina would have to content 
herself with doing her duty and what was best for her Kingdom. She 
knew now that she could not of been more wrong about her soon to be 
husband if she had tried. Today was her wedding day, and she had 
never dreaded a moment more than this one. 

Soon, she would have a husband and be his to do with as he pleased. 
She would have to play the dutiful wife, she would have to do as she 
was told and not speak unless spoken to. She would have to be a 
companion to his insufferably simpering daughter who thought it was 
simply splendid that her father was to be marrying a girl the same 
age as her. She knew that she had only been chosen for her beauty. 
Mother had explained that that was how men worked. She was youthful 
and beautiful and full of vitality and vigour. Perfect marriage 
material for a man without any sires or any strong male heirs to 
inherit their thrones. 

Thinking about the marriage ceremony that was to happen in no more 
than four hours made her simultaneously want to throw up and find a 
horse and ride as far away as she possibly could. She would do nether 
of those things of course. The first was both so undignified and 
unladylike that she knew Mother would punish her for it if she wasn't 
careful. The second would lead to the same result, just in a far more 
severe manner. 

Her blood ice in her veins, she found herself stood before the mirror 
in her chambers, hands shaking and breath coming in ragged gasps, far 
too shaky and fast to be considered even remotely healthy. She needed 
to see Emma, to talk to her. To draw comfort from her presence, 
familiar and soothing. She needed to see her flowing blonde curls and 
emerald green eyes and those dimpled cheeks that made her feel calm. 



She needs Emma to calm her down so that she can face the ordeal to 
come, one she would rather not have to ever face, with the dignity 
and poise required of her due to her status. 

Taking a deep breath and closing her eyes, Regina takes a moment to 
focus on Emma. She thinks about the planes of her face and tries not 
to think about how she could possibly excuse having all of this 
memorised. It makes her she far beyond glad that it is not possible 
for Mother to use her magic to read minds, the thought of such a 
thing makes her shudder in horror. She thinks about her, even knowing 
that if she opens her eyes she will be able to see her before her. 

She needs to talk to Emma about the anxiety she is feeling, because 
she knows that Emma will understand. Emma always understands. 

Regina hears laughter, the most beautiful breathless laughter, from 
the other side of the mirror and it makes her smile to think that 
Emma is happy for once. As soon as her eyes open, she regrets it. Eor 
Emma is happy, Regina can see that from the moment she sets eyes on 
her, but for once it had nothing to do with her. 

Emma is sat on her bed, because for once she has a real bed (she says 
that she finally got a decent foster home) and there is another girl 
say with her. A very pretty girl, about the same age as Regina. All 
dark hair and deep brown eyes and olive coloured skin. They are sat 
very closely together, so close in fact that they are touching. So 
close together that in Regina's world such a thing is scandalous. The 
girls hand is on Emma's knee and Emma is leaning on the girl, smile 
plastered on her face and eyes shining in happiness. 

It makes Regina want to scream at the girl to get away, and she has 
to remind herself that she has no right to do such a thing, and that 
she probably shouldn't want to do such a thing. Her heart squeezes 
sickeningly in her chest and it sits in her throat in such a way that 
swallowing is made excruciat ing . The girl leans towards Emma and 
Regina tells herself to look away, to stop at hang, to stop torturing 
herself so badly. 

She is already due to marry a man older than her father in less than 
four hours herself, and her wedding day will surely be torturous 
enough for a lifetime. Her heart and body and soul are all screaming 
for Emma to lean away, to come to her, but no sound escapes her as 
she watches. There is something contented about the way Emma relaxes 
as the girl moves closer to her, and although it sickens Regina to 
watch, she can't look away. 

And so she watches as the girl kisses Emma softly, leaning into her 
personal space, closing all the distance between them. She watches 
Emma respond with enthusiasm and it makes her heart ache and it isn't 
until much much later that she realises that it was because she 
wishes it had been her. She watches and she watches and she watches, 
for far longer than she probably should. Eor so long that it hurts 
her beyond belief, but she just can't seem to tear herself away. 

She does finally tear herself away, because Emma is enjoying herself 
a lot and Regina can feel something distinctly like jealousy building 
inside of her and it burns and burns, hot and heavy. She knows she 
should stop and so she finally does, trying to clear her mind of Emma 
so that the image in her bedroom mirror will fade away. And she 
succeeds partially, or at least, the image fades away. 



Emma is still on her mind when she turns away from the mirror, pacing 
back and forth. And it's strange because if Regina had stayed planted 
in her previous position a second longer, she would have seen 
something to calm the aching inside of her, something to calm the 
raging jealousy ebbing through her system. She would have heard, 
quite plainly, the sound of her name breathed from Emma's lips 
between kisses. 

But Regina didn't hear. And so it is with an aching heart and an 
apprehensive manner that, four hours later, Regina finds herself 
standing in front of a Royal Procession, mere minutes away from 
becoming Queen of the strongest alliance formed in the history of the 
Kingdoms. She stands before her soon to be husband and finds her mind 
focused on Emma and the jealousy that seems to have taken up a home 
inside of her and she thinks about how differently this day would go 
if it was Emma before her instead of the man she can quite clearly 
see. Then she forces herself to stop thinking altogether because Emma 
is not here and she never will be because that is not her 
reality . 


4 . Chapter 4 

It is shortly after Emma's seventeenth birthday, a day which she did 
not celebrate, when she decides that there is nothing for her to do 
but run away. She had once again found herself in a bad situation, 
but as time had progressed it had steadily worsened. Emma would 
chance it to say that this was the worst placement her social workers 
had ever found for her. Not that she blamed them. She was grateful to 
them, for working so hard for happiness on her behalf. 

Still, they had a bunch of kids to look after. A whole bunch of 
unwanted, growing kids. So of course they had always failed to notice 
the bruises on Emma's arms during their monthly and then weekly 
checks (weekly because she quickly became a running hazard, and that 
was the one thing they could suss out) . They had failed to notice the 
hunger on her face, or the subconscious flinch in her movements and 
the sudden lack of eye contact. 

This time, they had practically begged her to stay put. It's only 
another nine months they had said. It'll go in the blink of an eye. 
This family really seem as though they're a good fit for you, they 
specialise in flighty teens. And for a while everything had gone 
fine. Everything had been going perfectly swimmingly in fact. Emma 
had been with a family that she'd actually kinda liked, and they 
hadn't tried to pretend to be something that they weren't. 

Emma had been so damned careful with this family. She'd kept the 
whole gay thing on a low, she hadn't brought any girls back with her, 
not even her friends for studying. She hadn't spoken to Regina as 
often as she would have liked. Mainly because talking to a mirror, an 
inanimate object, was deemed highly strange in this world. But there 
were other reasons as well. Recently, things between the pair of them 
had been strained and she had to admit that she was noticing it more 
and more. 

There was always something clipped in Regina's tone, and something 
defeated in the graceful slope of her shoulders. Emma was convinced 
it was her husband, but Regina insisted that she was fine. Emma could 
see that wasn't the case, and it made her wish more than ever that 



she was with Regina, even through the awkwardness that seemed to 
pervade their friendship. Emma didn't like it, but there seemed to be 
nothing she could do about it. She could joke and smile and make 
Regina laugh, in some moments her eyes would spark in such a way that 
it made Emma think of the somehow simultaneous giggly and serious 
girl she had met eleven years previously, but the shadows that 
cobwebbed their friendship were still there. Just waiting to grow 
back over again. Still, Regina was the only person on the planet that 
Emma actively found herself caring about. There had never been 
another person whom could compare. 

That's not to say that Emma hadn't tried. She'd dated countless 
girls, and even a guy. A guy had been the most recent. She'd been so 
damned stupid, so bloody foolish. Her foster family had asked her 
about guys at her school, and she'd said that there were a few pretty 
cool ones. Then they'd asked her about boyfriends and she'd lost her 
cool and said she had one. Idiot. So she'd found a guy, his name was 
Neal, and he had been pretty great, for a while. He'd said he loved 
her, and so she'd slept with him and he'd stayed around for a while. 
Her foster family had loved him, even if she hadn't. 

Then she'd missed a period, or maybe two, she was in her senior year 
and she was stressed to hell so they'd always been pretty unreliable. 
So she'd done a test or three and then she'd creed because she'd 
found herself pregnant and she couldn't get rid of it. Then she'd 
told Neal and he'd acted cool with it, he'd made a tonne of promises 
that she hadn't believed, and then he'd made a run for it the next 
morning. Leaving her carrying his child, with no money and a foster 
family to explain her weight gain to. 

And still she'd been fine, everything had been okay. Until, at least, 
her foster father had walked in on her rebounding with the pretty 
teen from down the hall, all dark hair and even darker eyes. She'd 
figured that she had to get some action she could enjoy in before she 
got huge and disgusting, right? Plus the girl had been just her type, 
all smirks and hair and a voice that seemed to draw a girl in. The 
worst part of what followed though, was that Regina wasn't there to 
help her through it. He'd hit her, of course he had, she'd always had 
a feeling that he was a gay hater. Not that he would of ever admitted 
it. Somehow she'd managed to mess up the whole home for her baby and 
them providing for her until she was eighteen. So go figure, she was 
so stupid. All because she just couldn't manage to keep her hands to 
herself for another few months. 

So now Emma found herself with twenty weeks worth of pregnancy under 
her belt, locked in a public bathroom in the middle of the night with 
no where to go, no money and a Regina whom she was terrified to tell. 
Not to mention the fact that the entirety of everything she owned was 
shoved unceremoniously into her backpack. All she could think about 
was how, when her baby made its appearance, they were going to take 
it from her. 

She wanted it to have its best chance, but it was hers. She'd never 
had much to live in her life, but she loved this baby already. And 
the bun was barely cooking yet. So she was in a public toilet, 
because she needed to talk to Regina. She needed Regina now, more 
than she ever had before. 


She found herself leaning against the counter top, knuckles turning 
white with her grip. Her eyes screwed shut, she thought as hard as 



she could about every aspect of Regina, every little thing about her. 
She kept her eyes closed for a long moment, until she heard an intake 
of breath and the rustle of rich fabrics (Regina's clothes had always 
been of the best quality but man, now that she was a Queen it was 
just about ridiculous) and her name uttered softly and the sound of 
knees hitting the ground before a mirror. 

Her eyes open and meet Regina's ones, warm and familiar and it feels 
more comforting than Emma should let it. It feels like the home that 
Emma has never had, not that she'll ever admit it. She can see the 
concern and endless warmth etched into Regina's eyes and it terrifies 
Emma because she knows that it is all for her, boundless though it 
is. Her eyes meet Regina's through the glass and suddenly tears that 
she didn't realise had been gathering are slipping down her face. 

In the wan light, she can vaguely see her reflection. She looks tired 
and grimy and absolutely terrified. She looks frayed around the edges 
and more worn than a seventeen year old should, and yet there is 
something in the way she looks that is hopeful as well. 

When the tears start to flow, Regina looks startled and more worried 
than Emma has ever seen her. She watches as her arm raises itself of 
its own accord and comes to rest on the mirror. Palm pressed so hard 
against the surface that it is bleached white. Emma notes that even 
Regina's hands look regal, smooth and unworn by day to day 
activities. It is the way she had always imagined a royals' hands to 
look. It makes her consider the vast differences between them, and it 
feels like there is a chasm between them, and Emma thinks that it 
will never be breached. And such a thought makes her cry harder, 
until the tears are a constant stream and her nose is running and 
sobs are shaking her shoulders . And she thinks about how much she 
wants Regina to hold her and tell her everything will be fine. 

She thinks she wishes she was in Regina's place, even if it meant 
duty and a husband she didn't want. Because at least then, no one 
would try to take her baby. Regina is practically her age and married 
and if she were to get pregnant (God forbid because the idea makes 
Emma's stomach twist) no one would bat an eyelid. Then she thinks 
that she wishes she were with Regina, not actually her or in her 
place, because that would be the most wonderful life she could ever 
imagine. That would actually make her happy. 

Regina watches her cry with the tenderest eyes Emma has ever had 
directed at her, even as her brow furrows and palm of her hand stays 
bloodless in its place against the mirror. She bites her lip as 
though suffering from an internal debate, as though she desperately 
wants to comfort Emma but isn't sure how. In the end, she settles for 
asking Emma what is wrong, in the gentlest of tones. 

Emma takes some deep breathes, calms down and then almost starts all 
over again at the thought of what this next conversation could do. 

She starts with Neal and how she was with him to make people around 
her happy. She tells Regina about how it worked, that everyone loved 
him, except her. She tells her that he had said that he loved her 
(Regina's face pinches in a way that makes Emma's heart hurt in a way 
she will not let herself actively think about) and how she had slept 
with him. She finds that this requires a whole explanation from Emma, 
and they finally settle on the word consummation (Emma thinks 
something like jealousy flits across Regina's face at this 
point) . 



She gets on to the more difficult part of the tale, she tells Regina 
about the girl and being discovered and how they had thrown her out. 
And then Emma finds herself at the difficult part. Her throat dries 
and she has to swallow several times. Her hand reaches out across the 
counter top to press against the glass of the grimy mirror, right 
over the top of Regina's. It's as close to touching as they will ever 
get . 

She clears her throat and finds that tears are flowing freely down 
her face again. And she tells Regina about how in this world, when a 
woman wishes to find out if she is with child or not, they do a 
pregnancy test. She tells Regina about how she did three, just to be 
sure and how they came back with a positive result. She tells Regina 
that she is expecting a baby, Neal's baby, and how she will have to 
raise it alone, with no one to help her. 

Through it all, she watches as Regina accepts all of this information 
in the utmost silence. To the point where her lack of a reaction 
worries Emma. She finishes and it stays quiet so long that she 
worries Regina will never reply. Einally, after the longest moments 
of Emma's life, she watches as Regina's head moves. She watches as 
her head inclines to one side, and the way she looks at Emma sends 
chills down her spine. No one has ever looked at her in such a way 
before . 

Regina's eyes drift down to her stomach, over her slightly protruding 
belly, before they meet Emma's hopeful ones again. Her hand slides a 
good half a foot down the mirror almost as though she wishes to 
caress Emma's stomach, to show her that she is not alone. The look on 
her face has not once wavered, and when she speaks, the conviction in 
her tone is so intense that it makes Emma feel warm. 

"Emma you are not alone. You will never again be alone, I will always 
be here . " 


5 . Chapter 5 

Regina found her breath coming in short and sharp gasps as she gazed 
at her hands. Stained red and trembling violently, she watched them 
as she made a valiant effort to steady them, to control her 
breathing. She could hear the panic in the way she was breathing, if 
any one were to find her here, like this, they would know. The room 
was covered in gore, the marble floor sticky with blood as it had 
started to congeal. 

Oh gods, what had she done? The body of her husband lay in a heap on 
the ground at the foot of their shared chambers. The room to which 
they retreated when he wished to lay with her. She normally went out 
of duty, out of obedience, as was expected of her. Over dinner he had 
looked at her in such a way that she had known what was coming. It 
was the one thing in their marriage, other than spending time with 
him in any way alone, that she had come to dread. 

She had known what was to come, and she had steeled herself for it. 
She had prepared herself to do her duty, as a good wife and Queen 
always should. In the way that she had always been taught was 
expected of her. So after dinner, at which she had drank more than 
she probably should have, they had retreated to their ceremonial 



chambers, the ones in which their bedding had taken place. It was a 
room she hated more than any other in the palace that had become her 
prison over the last three years. Every time she was in here, all she 
could think of was her Wedding night. That, in turn, always made her 
think of Emma. 

Leopold had looked at her, and he had swayed on his feet. The only 
reason he ever touched her, his youthful, beautiful bride, was in the 
name of creating a male heir. Or so he told himself. He tried to call 
it duty, but Regina had always known better. He looked at her with 
hunger in his eyes, this man whom was older than her father, and she 
knew that he desired her. She knew that it shamed him to think 
about . 

So he drank himself into a stupor, and then would fumble about his 
business and his pleasure with his wife. His wife, whom to look at 
made him think of his beautiful Snow. Normally, Regina would stay 
sober and bear his weight pressing down on top of her. She would 
simply occupy her thoughts with mundane matters to be seen to. She 
tried her best to ignore him, because he was always rather quick 
about his business. She had to actively avoid thinking of Emma, or 
how she wished that it was her in her husband's place, because 
thinking of such things did her no good. 

She knew as soon as started that she'd made a mistake in drinking. 
She'd found it hard, so incredibly hard to focus on anything. Until 
Emma had popped into her mind, and then she found herself thinking of 
no one else. She couldn't focus on what was happening, but she could 
feel her mind buzzing. All it had taken was one slip of her tongue, 
and she had sent everything crashing down around her. 

Her name had slipped from between her lips in a sigh, and Leopoldo 
paused, having heard. He stilled above her and had looked at her, and 
something behind his eyes had clicked. She had watched as the rage 
that she had always known to be bubbling below his skin surfaced. He 
had slipped from upon her, and before she could react, he had grabbed 
her by her scalp. After that everything seemed to blur together, but 
she could still feel the burn of her rage simmering through her 
veins. Even as the panic built within her. 

No body could ever know what had happened here, what was she supposed 
to do? She could still see the wisps of purple smoke curling in the 
very corners of the room, remnants of the fury she couldn't remember 
unleashing. What was she supposed to do now? Oh gods, oh gods. She 
had killed her husband. And she couldn't remember doing it. She had 
killed her husband, because he had laid hands upon her. And now she 
would have a coup on her hands, one full of blood if tales of the 
past were anything to go by. 

She could feel the panic building inside her like a crescendo, 
sending blood drumming through her ears and setting her lungs aflame 
from lack of air. She felt it build and build within her, reaching 
such heights that it seemed like an obstacle she couldn't deal with 
alone. Such dizzying heights that she feared the inevitable fall from 
the top. She found herself staring around the room, her brain working 
in over time, trying to think. Think of a way to explain the gruesome 
scene before her away, think of away to make this all stop. She 
couldn't think of anything but her still growing panic, sending her 
in a spiral, room dancing before her eyes. She needed to calm down, 
to breathe, to think logically of what her next move could possibly 



be . 


She found herself thinking of Snow and even through her panic she 
could feel her stomach sink. She loved the other girl as a sister, 
and now she had done the unthinkable to her. How could she tell her 
such a thing? How could she possibly confess to such an awful 
crime? 

If she was breathing at all by this point, she couldn't tell. Her 
vision became hazy at the edges, and even as she fought to gulp down 
air, she knew it was a losing battle. She needed to try and get to 
her chambers, her private chambers, her home. She needed to get to 
the mirror, and see Emma and try to make sense of this whole horrible 
mess. A mess that she had gotten herself into. She finds herself 
encompassed in purple smoke, and she thinks she must be 
hallucinating, before her vision clears and she finds herself before 
her mirror. 

She can distinctly smell apples, and there is something comforting 
about it, but Regina isn't quite sure why. As soon as her eyes find 
the mirror, as soon as she sees Emma sitting on the bed in her newly 
acquired apartment (a word Regina had learnt and finds most 
interesting) rocking her newly born baby boy, she feels the panic 
begin to abate. She can see clearly again, her sight is no longer 
fuzzy at the edges. 

Despite the feeling of helplessness that surrounds her, she can think 
again. It's almost as though Emma and her familiar presence have 
acted as a soothing kind of trigger. Even through not being able to 
breath, she can feel a heavy weight lifting from her shoulders, 
allowing her to stand straight with more ease. Tonight she had done a 
terrible, awful thing. But she was finally free again, after being 
under the controlling thumb of her husband for more that three 
years . 

She stands and watches Emma for a full minute as she gets her 
breathing back under control, finally, when she thinks she is capable 
of speech. And once she's over the breath taking sight of Emma 
rocking her babe back and forth in a soothing manner (Emma is a 
wonderful Mother and Regina wishes all over again that they were 
together in one world instead of being separated by a plane of glass) 
she clears her throat quietly and breathes out Emma's name. So softly 
that if Emma wasn't so attuned to her then she wouldn't hear it, but 
Regina isn't willing to risk waking the tiny bundle in Emma's arms. 
Even so she can hear the longing in her voice, her wish for Emma and 
her tiny family so strong that it makes her ache. 

Emma looks up, her eyes so soft and warm and happy that Regina feels 
warmth flare up in her chest. She sees the remaining panic on 
Regina's face and she breathes out slowly. She stands and places the 
baby in a crib in the corner and she comes to sit on the edge of her 
bed, facing the mirror, knees almost pressed to the surface in the 
confining space. 

She looks at Regina in such a way that Regina seems to forget how to 
breathe for the second time that night, but for entirely more 
pleasant reasons this time. Eor the first time, Regina can see 
something behind Emma's eyes and although it is something she's sure 
only she recognises, seeing it there gives her strength she didn't 
know she possessed. 



Emma encourages her to speak without even needing words. Her eyes 
gently probe as though saying 'What happened?" And she nods at 
Regina, telling her that she is more than ready to listen. And so 
Regina tells her the story, the whole of it, but she skims over the 
more sordid details, knowing that neither of them are ready to openly 
acknowledge such things. She watches Emma's face as she tells the 
story, Emma's wonderfully emotive face. She watches a range of 
emotions play over her features, waiting for the disgust to fix 
itself in place. She finds that it never does. In fact, Emma's face 
grows more and more understanding as minute by minute passes by. 
Occasionally anger etches it's way across her features but 
Inst inctually Regina knows that it is not aimed at her. When she 
finishes her tale, much more than an hour later, Emma's gaze finally 
drifts away from her face to Regina's unblemished and usually 
unmarked hands, now stained and sticky with her dead husband's 
blood . 

Regina can feel the calm wash over her when Emma's eyes meet hers 
again through the pane of glass. Eor a moment it as though everything 
else around her melts away, her world narrow until all that is left 
is Emma and her baby. The baby that with every passing moment Regina 
wishes was her baby too, was their baby. Her eyes never leave Emma, 
even as she thinks over what she is to do. 

Emma's hand presses against the mirror and she finds herself copying 
the action, and her hand presses so hard against the mirror that she 
is almost sure that given time she could push through to Emma's world 
and be with her. She thinks that she could happily leave her world 
behind, she would willingly leave behind all she has ever known for 
Emma. She wouldn't even pause to look back. Maybe one day. 

They both stand before their respective mirrors for what seems like 
hours, neither moving. Barely even blinking. Regina can feel her mind 
working as she looks into Emma's eyes. Something about them ground 
her and keep her from panicking in her perilous situation and before 
she knows it, she has formulated a plan. 

She will stage a fake break in to the royal chambers, a hostage 
situation gone wrong. Regina knows that she should feel awful about 
the prospect of lying to her subjects, but then again she supposes 
that none of them have been confined in her marriage as she has. None 
of them have had to have their innocence stolen by a man three times 
their age. None of them had to suffer through duty and obedience and 
being a prisoner in the castle she had once called home. She would 
broker a new alliance with Snow, strengthen their relationship 
through trade and friendship. She would grieve with her, and console 
her in her time of need. Lying to her would be hard, but a Queen had 
to be capable of these things. 

She would rule her Kingdom by herself, and she found herself telling 
Emma as much. The art about her not being able to face taking another 
spouse unless it was Emma went unsaid, as she found so many things 
having to go for now. 

She tells Emma of her plan, and she notices the baby stirring in his 
crib in the corner of the tiny room. She hears Emma mutter something 
about Henry being a fusspot and she freezes, even as a smile slowly 
takes over her features. Emma looks at her sheepishly and explains 
that she had registered him as Henry Swan. His name is a part of both 



of them, after Emma and Regina's father and Regina doesn't know how 
to thank her. 


She stands and it hits her that maybe, in a way, she will get to be 
another mother to baby Henry. Granted not in the way she longs for, 
the way she aches for. But she will get to be a part of him, and this 
is Emma's way of showing her that she wants Regina to share in 
Henry's childhood. Emma's not a great one for words, but she excels 
at the little things that mean more than she can express. 

Regina finds herself wishing, long after leaving the mirror for the 
night, during the first stages of her plan, that she could step 
through the mirror. Sadly, murderesses do not get wishes, and Emma's 
wish, with the innocence of childhood strengthening it, brought them 
together and forged their unbreakable bond in the first place. Still, 
what they have (moments stolen of an evening through the mirror) is 
more than enough. It will always be enough because Regina has learnt 
over the years that Emma, in her constant and unwavering way, always 
has been. 


End 
f lie . 



